If the shoe fits 


Written by dreamkatcha. Any related videos, as always, can 
be found on my YouTube channel. 

None of this would have been possible without the fantastic 
resources generously provided by immensely talented 
emulator authors, and communities such as Hall of Light, 
Lemon Amiga, Lemon 64, World of Spectrum, Moby Games, 
World of Longplays and Recorded Amiga Games. Thank you 
for your tireless dedication to preserving the history of 

gaming. 





Those 'grand', 'gay old' Flintstones have been a much-loved 
cartoon franchise fixture ever since first airing on prime-time 
TV in 1960. Guess what? Flintstones-flavoured games exist 
based on the trials and tribulations of the one and only 
'modern stone-age family'. Son of a Brachiosaurus! When 
you've realigned your dropped jaws we'll continue... 



What's unusual about the one that hatched from the 
primordial console soup in 1995 for the SNES courtesy of 
Ocean is that it's an accompaniment to the first live-action 
movie starring John Goodman and Rick Moranis, rather than 
the original source material that inspired everything 
preceding it. Not that you'd notice the difference since the 
aesthetic adopted is as cartoony as the... well, cartoon, 
except that the protagonist, Fred, looks just like a cutesy John 
Goodman. Specific correlations with his interpretation as 





opposed to the 166 episodes comprising the TV series' first 
run are minimal. 

Primarily, its plot for instance, equates to 'all the 
Rubbles/Flintstones have been kidnapped by quarry boss 
Cliff Vanderclave, Fred has to rescue them'. That's the Cliff 
Notes precis anyway, tee-hee. FImm... 



This constitutes a fraction of the movie's premise, bolted on 
towards the end before being rapidly resolved in time for the 
drive-in sequence; the old movie-within-a-movie twist! Did 
any of it really happen? You know, within the Flintstones 
universe I mean? Does anyone care one way or the other? 
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And why is Flintstones the movie on the reel rather than Tar 
Wars as billed at the entrance? Probably a half-baked leftover 
from one of the three dozen sacked writers who worked on 
the screenplay before Flintstones' production dream team 
was finally assembled. Who knew it had been deliberated 
over so meticulously given the evidence? In recognition of 
the utter shambles that ensued, all the writers who 
contributed were collectively awarded the Golden Raspberry 
Award for Worst Screenplay even though only three were 
ultimately credited. 

What look like tar-coated dinosaurs feature in the game's 
volcanic stages as if Ocean were trying to connect the dots 
ex post facto for movie-goers. 





You can't really blame Ocean for dismissing the vast majority 
of the flimsy movie; all that talk of adoption, unemployment, 
class division created through promotion of one neighbour 
over another, embezzlement and corporate corruption 
wouldn't have made for a very exciting platform game! 





Wilma: I cannot believe you just sat there and let them 
walk out on us. 

Fred Flintstone; At least I can walk around the house in 
my underwear again. 

Wilma: And that is more important to you than 20 years 
of friendship? 

Fred Flintstone: It was a hot day. 

Once it finally gets in gear, the bulk of the movie revolves 
around a scheme to appoint a patsy to the role of vice 
president of Slate & Co. One that would be too cluelessly 



incompetent to notice they were being framed for siphoning 
off the company's profits. 



"The FHntstones has been brought to you by Winston, 
America's best seliing, best tasting fiitered cigarette." - In the 
'60s FHntstones was sponsored by cancer. 

Cliff Vandercave: Look at those pathetic worms burrowing 
their lives away. Do you know why I'm up here and 
they're down there, Miss Stone? 

Sharon Stone: Because you lied on your resume? 




Cliff Vandercave: No. Because I have vision, and right 
now I have a vision of you and me dripping with coconut 
oil on a beach in Rockapulco with Mr Slate's fortune to 
keep us company. 

Sharon Stone: I'm glad we see eye to eye. 

Cliff Vandercave: And somewhere down there is the 
ignorant stooge who will make all my schemes come 
true. 



Hmm, not the worst plot device linchpin ever, except the 
procedure used to identify the most suitable candidate 
involves obliging the current workforce to take an aptitude 



test. Whoever scores highest is awarded the lucrative 
position, completely contradicting the goal of the search. 
Whilst Fred obviously doesn't meet the essential criteria, he 
ends up sitting at the posh desk with his feet up anyway 
after best mate, Barney, swaps his test slate answers with 
him to return a favour. They were both pretty thick in the 
cartoon so I'm not quite sure how this would improve his 
chances. Curiously, this is the mirror image of the scenario 
that unravels in Fred's New Boss, an episode of the original 
cartoon. 

Sharon Stone; I'm worried. Cliff, I think Mr Flintstone is 
smarter than we thought. 

Cliff Vandercave: Fla. Fle'd have to be to get himself 
dressed in the morning. 



Oh yeah, Halle Berry is billed as 'Sharon Stone'. It was hoped 
that the real one would play Cliff's secretary only she was too 
busy. No doubt she would have fallen back on her basic 
instincts, the joke doesn't work so well without her. 




Anyway, all strange, over-elaborate theme choices for a 
movie aimed at kids you might wonder, but then you have to 
keep in mind that the Flintstones was originally intended for 
an adult audience. That explains the threat of hanging and 
why the franchise is so preoccupied with issues of daily adult 
life, as tedious as they typically are. Bamm-Bamm and 
Pebbles were introduced later along with more juvenile 
storylines to capture the younger audience. It was at this 
point that ac/ty/f viewing figures began to wane. 

You can't have it both ways unless your name's Simpson 
apparently. Nevertheless, any adults feeling nostalgic 
pondering the Saturday mornings they spent chuckling at 
the vintage cartoon would be best advised to revisit that 
instead. I'm certain they won't be howling with hysterics at 
this misjudged interpretation. 

Hanna-Barbera/Amblin did an extraordinary job recreating 
the Flintstones' 2D sets in 3D and transposing all the key 










mannerisms/one-liners to the silver screen, it's just not the 
same in the flesh. Ironically, Flintstones the movie feels flat 
somehow, despite 10% of the $45m budget being allocated 
to the set and John Goodman slipping into the key role as 
comfortably as an old pair of slippers. 

It's amazing that he's so convincing a parody given that 
Goodman refused to watch any of the original cartoons in 
preparation. A crazy gamble, albeit one that miraculously 
paid off. Otherwise, the core character credit would have 
gone to John Candy had he not rudely died in 1994. In any 
case, all those years playing browbeaten Dan in the classic 
sitcom, Roseanne, no doubt supported Goodman's cause. 
That cliched joke about men wearing the relationship- 
trousers, yet at the same time kowtowing to their wives, 
wouldn't have seemed quite so natural delivered by anyone 
else. 




Barney Rubble: You're afraid to tell Wilma, aren't you? 

Fred Flintstone: (skids the car to an abrupt halt) Afraid? 
Now let's get this straight, Rubble, I don't need 
permission from my wife to make a decision. In my cave, I 
reign supreme, su-PREME\ 

Barney Rubble: I won't tell her, Fred. 




Fred Flintstone: (relieved) Thanks, pal. 



Token efforts to appeal to adults focus on Halle Berry wearing 
skimpy leopard skins and making lewd sexual innuendos 
towards Fred. No different to the cartoon I suppose, just here 
it feels more creepily inappropriate. 








Everything else is glaringly telegraphed so as to make sure 
the kids are following along, only serving to accentuate the 
dichotomy. Maybe it works for the little 'uns, I haven't 
personally asked any. Regardless, people gravitated towards 
the cinema in droves to watch Flintstones like a drooling 
prehistoric caveman to a ribeye steak, raking in a $341.6m 
fortune at the box office, so it certainly had mass appeal. My 
only explanation is that they couldn't be bothered checking 
out any reviews beforehand. You could say it wasn't well 
received. 



f 



Ocean carefully backed away from the nonsensical plot 
MacGuffin on which the movie hinges, as well as all other 
unfortunate missteps that resulted in its 22% Rotten 
Tomatoes score. Instead, it would appear they opted to 
replicate Core Design's famous caveman game, chucking in a 
fair few Flintstonisms and other gameplay embellishments to 
distinguish it. 

Having imbibed a first-rate, jazzed up interpretation of the 
iconic theme tune, unleashing an ascending yabba-dabba- 



doo before an olde worlde Ocean logo in appreciation, Fred 
enters the fray surfing down a brontosaurus tail, as in the 
cartoon and movie. A 6000-pound monstrosity courtesy of 
The Jim Henson Creature Shop where the latter is concerned 



Thus, we're thrust ceremoniously into the comfortably 
familiar, caveman-bonking action with aplomb. Unlike NEC's 
unfortunately named cave-baby, however, Fred doesn't use 
his head much (appropriately enough!), yet can club or bowl 
his way through the quarry. Bedrock, jungle, volcano, and 
machine levels to his heart's delight. 




















Whenever bowling, Fred prepares for the killer swing by 
performing his signature twinkle-toes jig with a beaming grin 
on his smug mug. His clubbing, meanwhile, has a visible 
cartoonish swoosh and is reminiscent of Joe and 
Mac/Caveman Ninja or Kid Chaos. Although, to be fair, create 
a caveman platformer and it's bound to evoke deja vu 
flashbacks of earlier salient titles. 



















What we know about homeosapiens from this era of history 
largely stems from a few basic stereotypes, blended with 
jokes concerning them sharing their habitat and timeline 
with dinosaurs. Anything more sensible just seems boring 
and wrong. 





An alternative means of expressing our superiority over the 
flora and forna is rock-chucking. These can be levied to crush 
enemies, manoeuvred into place to reach higher ground, 
deployed in plugging lava pit geysers, or bashed open to 
claim power-ups. All very predictable, although we'd wonder 
why such primitive weapons had been excluded from any 
Flintstones game if they weren't present. Of course. Chuck 
Rock borrows a lot more from The Flintstones than vice versa 
what with being three decades its senior. You 
whippersnapper kiddies don't know you're born etc. etc. 

Fred Flintstone: I'm only one man. 

Barney Rubble: Not from the back. 

Wilma Flintstone: You two should be ashamed of 

yourselves! 


Pearl Slaghoople: I got my hands full just being ashamed 
of him. 

Fred Flintstone: You got your hands full when you scratch 
your neck. 

Yep, fat jokes. It's the law. Fred charges about as fast as you'd 
expect from the chunkster portrayed, gasping for breath like 
an imminent heart attack on legs whenever pausing for a 
moment. 



Nevertheless, he's relatively limber and acrobatic, the ability 
to haul himself up onto elevated ledges like the far more 
svelte Prince of Persia not fazing him in the least. 








This mechanic also features in Taito's earlier (1993) 
Flintstones platformer exclusively for the Mega Drive so 
possibly it was instead rehashed using that as the template. 















Either way, lucky for us Fred is so agile - those bosses won't 
hammer themselves into the dirt. 



Which bosses? I'm glad you asked. First up to the plate is a 
super-sized caveman who towers over Fred, shooting purple 
ooze blobs from the end of his stone club. Keep your 
distance, tossing bowling balls at his feet in-between leaping 
projectiles and he'll soon be on his back crying out for 
mummy. 

Much tougher is the sabre-tooth tiger Fred confronts next. A 
bit unorthodox the solution to this conundrum; club the 
ground, sending reverberations rattling through the 
background scenery and the trees drop their ballasts like 
deadly doodlebugs. 





























They're equally lethal for our protagonist, therefore it's 
critical to position Fred in the gaps between fruit so that they 
fall to either side, hopefully landing on the overgrown puddy 
tat. You probably remember similar scenarios involving 
stalagmites. DuckTales on the NES, for example. 

Mrs Pyrite: Mr and Mrs Rubble, this is your little boy. 

(Presents Bamm-Bamm) 

Betty Rubble: Oh, Barney, isn't he precious? 

Fred Flintstone: (aside to Wilma) Precious? They'd have 
been better off with the monkey. 


Wilma Flintstone: Fred! 






Betty Rubble: Does he have a name? 

Mrs Pyrite: Bamm-Bamm. 

Barney Rubble: Is that short for something? 

Mrs Pyrite: Bamm-Bamm-Bamm. You're going to have to 
take it slowly with this one. He doesn't speak yet and is a 
little skittish around humans, but, then again, I would be 
too if I'd been raised by wild Mastadons. Ha ha ha. 

Betty Rubble, Barney Rubble: Mastadons? 

Mrs Pyrite: Let's not nitpick! A mammal's a mammal. 

Non-standard stages extend to a bonus segueway that 
challenges us to drive Fred's feet-powered car whilst playing 
the automobile equivalent of keepy-uppy using Bamm-Bamm 
and Pebbles as footballs. Our car's canvas roof serves as a 
trampoline, projecting the inseparable, troublesome twosome 
skywards in order to grab power-ups and points. A light 



diversion giving Fred chance to recuperate from his more 
frantic platforming antics. 





















He does, literally-ish, whenever leaving him idle. Not that it 
achieves anything in terms of recovering health, Fred pants, 
plays hot potato with lava-toasted rocks, wipes sweat from 
his furrowed brow, chomps on dino drumsticks and snoozes 
zeds. Meticulous finesse that demonstrates the extent of the 
developer's dedication to making Flintstones a quality 
product. 














































cliff: MHAT'S THAT BEHIND 

aou? 



BARHEa: GOOD GOING FRED 











Idle gestures are far from the only seal of quality. Animated, 
annotated cutscenes attempt to reflect the story's unfolding 
progression, while multiple layers of parallax scrolling 
deviously trick us into believing Bedrock is a living, 
breathing settlement. To this end, foreground elements - such 
as the semi-opaque flames found in one of the volcanic 
stages and light flares seen in the jungle - occasionally 
obscure our vision to showcase the SNES's technical 
capabilities. 



Other novelties impinge more significantly on the gameplay 
mechanics. Rising lava endured in the more vertically 
oriented levels for instance, reminiscent of Rainbow Islands' 
hurry-up water. Equally pernicious, yet its ascent can be 
exploited to our advantage by standing on a relatively cool 
rock to reach higher ground. 













This level is full of surprises. Just round the next corner we 
must tame several red-hot tidal lava waves riding on a 
makeshift heavy-duty surfboard. Don't ask how it floats - 
cross your fingers and believe in cartoon logic with your 
heart and soul. 







Flintstones' soundtrack also keeps the faith; injecting the 
player right into the stone age, it feels distinctly tribal, thus 
pertinent to the neanderthal scenario, yet is simultaneously 
arcadey and modern without becoming intrusive. The B.C. 
52s themselves couldn't have done a better job. 
Accomplished pros, Keith Tinman, Jonathan Dunn and Dean 
Evans were responsible so the music, speech samples and 
meaty sound effects were bound to be a highlight. There's 
even an option to listen in surround sound mode. 



Fred's remaining levels encompass a jungle and 'the 
machine'. The usual tropes apply where the former is 
concerned; it's decorated with trees, vines, lush vegetation, 
sheer drops etc, and patrolled by some pretty dedicated 
wildlife. Dedicated to pounding Fred into the ground that is. 









By 'machine' Ocean are referring to the contraption Bamm- 
Bamm and Pebbles are strapped to at the quarry, granting 
the opportunity to switch up a gear. It's a welcome contrast 
to the previous organic levels, introducing a greater focus on 
action-puzzling in a similar way to Addams Family. 

We must leap onto moving platforms, flick switches to alter 
pathways - sometimes dodging rotating buzz-saws - whilst 
waiting for them to automatically manoeuvre into position. 
Then finally disembark when the time's just right. It's all 
about patience and precision, you know the deal. If we snag 
a few pick-ups along the way it's par for the course. 







Elsewhere heavy masonry routinely mashes the ground, 
obliging us to establish its pattern so as to navigate around 
it, or actually reprogram its motion using arcade cabinet 
buttons. 

(Cliff is on the ground, scrambling to pick up the money 
Sharon Stone hit him with. Fred walks up and steps on 
his hand) 

Fred Flintstone: Oh, Cliff? It's time for you and me to 
'interface'! 

(punches his own hand threateningly) 











Reach the end of the machine stages and the final birdcall 
alarm sounds. It's a replica of the one seen in the Flintstones 
cartoon/movie introductory sequence. Subsequently, the 
finale animation kicks in - Fred destroys the machine, 
inadvertently inventing concrete, which conveniently 
petrifies Cliff before he can escape. 



HOAGIE TAKES COLD TREES 



CLIFF: HAUE SOU AHSTHIHG TO 

SAS BEFORE I FIRE? 



FRED 


MELL THAT'S IT THEN 
SABBA DABBA DOOF 















Mr Slate is so astonished by Fred's ingenuity he offers to 
promote him to the division that in future will be responsible 
for producing this revolutionary new substance. 

Mr Slate: How did this happen? 

Fred Flintstone: Well, it all started when I lent money to 
Barney so he could adopt a baby. 

Mr Slate: Not that. How did this happen to Cliff? 

(shows Cliff trapped in a hard rough substance) 

Fred Flintstone: Well, the machine went haywire and the 
rocks got crushed up and mixed with the water, and it 
got onto Cliff. Mr Slate, I'm sorry. 

Mr Slate: Sorry? I love this stuff! I'm gonna name it after 
my daughter, Concretia. 

And that's that, roll credits. Which is bad planning on my 
part because there's still plenty left to say. 



Fred Flintstone: I just want my old job back and my old 
life. 

Barney Rubble: Hey, Fred, (waves Fred over and whispers 
in his ear) 

Fred Flintstone: Oh, and two weeks paid vacation for all 
the men in the quarry, an annual cost-of-living increase, 
and those little packets of ketchup in the lunchroom. 

Animation and artistry is exquisite throughout. Nothing 
happens without a dozen frames of animation to ensure it's 
believable. Even Fred's tie is given a life of its own, flapping 
back and forth in conjunction with his perambulation. Lose 
his last health hit-point and Fred flips theatrically head over 
tail off the screen, reflecting the larger than life character 



filling the lead's shoes. Erm, well you know what I mean. 
Breakable glassware was banned from the set for a reason. 

Fred Flintstone: Sorry I'm late. Had car trouble, I picked 
up a nail. (Shows everyone a bandaid on his dirty foot) 

Mr Slate: Thank you for sharing that with us, Mr 
Flagstone. May we continue? 



Ocean really paid attention to the movie, cramming their 
pixely accompaniment with appropriate, well-crafted scenery 
and sprites inspired by Jim Henson's puppets. Green boars 
represent the Flintstones' waste disposal system. 






















Gorillas seem to be a stand-in for the Henderson family 
orangutans who adopt a baby of the same species, and also 
the chimp who works at the quarry. 











In one of the cutscenes, Cliff is seen impersonating a gorilla 
which... erm, you know. I have no clue where I'm going with 
this. 









Then there are the frogs that harangue Fred's swollen feet - 
in the movie these serve various functions including acting 
as golf-putting holes and polishing bowling balls at the alley. 



Cliff Vandercave: I want you to fire Bernard Rubble. 









Fred Flintstone: Done! Wait, fire Barney, why? 


Cliff Vandercave: Well, he scored the lowest on the 
company aptitude test. He's an imbecile. The company 
can't afford to have dead weight like him on the payroll. 

Fred Flintstone: But Mr Vandercave, he's got a new kid, a 
mortgage, I'm his best friend, I can't. 

Cliff Vandercave; Look, Fred, if you don't fire him, I will, 
and then I'll fire you. 

It would make perfect sense if the cavemen were Fred's 
suddenly unemployed quarry colleagues. He's manipulated 
into signing contract termination documents that result in 
their dismissal and homelessness; the reason they intend to 
introduce him to the gallows. That's not entirely friendly. 




Grizzled Man: Wait, do you know this guy? 


Barney Rubble: Know him? He used to be my best friend. 
Heck, if it weren't for me, this whole mess probably 
wouldn't have happened. 

Grizzled Man: Thanks for telling us. We could've made a 
very big mistake. Hang both of them! 

Baby Puss, the Flintstones' pet sabretooth tiger seen kicking 
Fred out of his own house in the closing credits of each 
cartoon episode, obviously makes an appearance as the 
second boss. We covered that. That's just scratching the 
surface. 

"Freddie and I haven't had this much fun since Taito's 
NES rendition of a Flintstones game. So if you're looking 
for a challenging platform game with a lot of playability, 
this one will provoke plenty of yabba-dabba-doos." 

Video Games & Computer Entertainment (80%, 
March 1995) 



"Unfortunately, this game seems to be no more than just 
a small part of a movie merchandising blitz. It's really too 
bad because the game looks and plays very well, but in 
their efforts to make this game challenging, they totally 
forgot to make it fun. There is absolutely no incentive for 
you to keep playing. It's so boring and repetitive, it had 
me saying, Yabba Dabba Don't!!!" 

Game Players (53%, February 1995) 

Well, it was inevitable someone would make that tweak to 

the infamous catchphrase. What can I say? It's a living. 

























All that tarnishes the game for me is Fred's heavy-footed 
controls and that sometimes suspect hit-detection can take a 
bit of getting used. This coupled with a tight time limit, no 
restart points and three-hit expiry system make for a steep 
difficulty curve. On the bright side, Fred's HUD avatar 
changes with each whack to reflect his current health 
status/level of terror, so it's well worth enduring a bit of 
suffering. That's my 'hottake' anyway. Why do people keep 
saying that? and is it acceptable to drown them in the 
nearest lava lake? 




Flintstones' password/cheat system is also a welcome touch 
of attention to detail. Rather than simply cycling through 
letters and numbers like a telekinetic, omnipotent god, Fred 
himself can be positioned over words chiselled into stone 
wheels to spin them into the desired order. 

"Despite some eye-popping graphics (like the Password 
Option) and technique, this one is a rather routine side- 
scroller. (Although there is some variety in the stages like 
driving, etc.) Movie fans may like it more." 


Electronic Gaming Monthly (58%, March 1995) 









Similarly endearing, combining old and new technology as in 
the cartoon, arcade cabinet style buttons appear periodically 
on the ground. Not just there to look wackily out of time and 
place, they can be pounced upon to activate changes in the 
environment, pushing Flintstones into action-puzzler 
territory. It's always nice to see developers going the extra 
mile to ice the cake, so to speak. 

"The Flintstones is yet another quality movie license from 
Ocean. This platformer is definitely on the difficult side 
but it has the graphics and play mechanics to keep you 


glued. It's a way better game than it was a movie. The art 
and detail is again, great, but the bopping techno 
soundtrack seemed a little out of place." 

GameFan Magazine (82%, January 1995) 
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Certainly superior to the throwaway movie that even John 
Goodman's three-year-old daughter, Molly, couldn't connect 
with. "The rockinest adventure this side of Jurassic Park" was 
a bold claim. For a licensed platformer tie-in, it's a fine 
example of the genre, it's just a shame that doesn't pose the 
trickiest of hurdles. Ocean were playing with the big boys 
now, competing on the consoles with the likes of Sonic and 
Mario, only too many years further down the pipe to be 
considered current. Personally I couldn't care less about 
either, then I'm in the minority, and niche appeal doesn't put 
woolly mammoth meat on the table. 




"Overall, The Flintstones is a fun game, definitely geared 
for younger gamers because of its easy challenge, 
despite its increasing difficulty. Cavemen didn't need 
much strategy to survive, evidently. The Flintstones still 
rule in Bedrock." 

GamePro (70%, February 1995) 

They were clearly just showing off. Whatever its reception, 
SNES-owning Flintstones fans seeking a slower-paced morsel 
were far better catered for than their deviant, arch enemies 
in SEGA land. 










Ocean also intended to publish a SEGA Mega Drive rendition 
of Flintstones developed by Foley Fli-Tech - it was ejected into 
orbit, yet ultimately failed to land as a bricks and mortar 
store release. Instead, exclusively distributed via the SEGA 
Channel, and only in North America. A fleeting appearance in 
1995 as it happens, enlightening us as to the reason the 
complete version is still missing in action today. An early 
prototype found and circulated online in 2019 suggests that 
it would have looked and played almost identically to the 
published SNES incarnation. 

With a view towards prolonging memories of the horribly dull, 
illogical (though mercifully short) movie, perhaps it's not 
such a bad thing it vanished without trace. Next on the 
agenda, delete this article. I'm not helping one iota. Sorry. 






















